A storm 


catches up with the boat. With health suddenly worse 

than ever, the child ıs confined to a bed. Tortured by high 
fever, not even the sweet tunes of the tutor’s tales offer 
deliverance. Not even a weeks travel from home, the child 
perishes. 


Upon discovering the dead body, the boat’s crew’s initial 
sadness quickly turns into panic. The sailors whisper 
between each other. To retain a dead body on board is a 
death wish, they claim. Land ıs far, and a dead body 

is not a good to be shipped. 


Bundled into a woollen blanket, the body ıs placed into 
a makeshift coffin. 
The now cold hands are holding a note: ‘bury me’. 


As the coffin 1s cast into the stormy waters, the tutor 
reads the enchanter”s tune until 1t can follow the coffin 
bopping around in the waves. 


Once the coffin gets swallowed by the rıver, it returns 
to the inside of the boat. On the water, the coffin slowly 
swims towards a riverside. 


